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What about poor Ingrid? How did she take her public humiliation, 
her rejected by the mate she so obviously loved? How did she tolerate the indignit- 



their 



l-ss unfaitful Roberto heaped upon her, for all friends to 



see, without the 



slightest effort to hide them or spare her feelings? What are the emotions, what 
is the behavior of the goose who is a grass widow? 

They are about the same as those of people-women. 

For the longest while Ingrid tried to make the best of it, hoping 
against hope that it * hut a passing fancy, that her Roberto would revert to his 
senses, assn*, his responsibilities and act like a grown man goose is expected to 
act by his society. First she tried to sat stay near him, perhaps longing for his 
lost companionship, for his lostnlove, or Just the sight of him near bin. She wasn't 
pushy. £he Just stayed close, tfying to go where he went, once they were outside 
again, to be where he was. Did this touching show of decent feeling after all 
she had been through reach Roberto? Yes, but not the way she wanted, not the way 
people anxious to keep up experiences would. That unredonsilable rover whomped 
her, hard, repeatedly, almost viciously. He wanted nothing to do with her, and he 
w-nted her far aw»y from his side. Jnd he kept onnwhipping her until she became 

convinced he meant it 




Until then she looked at him -with the beautiful, round blue 
eyes most domesticated geese have, with warmth end devotion that was wasted. 

° nce satisfied the break was beyon# repair, she accepted the role of the spurned 
woman woth as much dignity as such a situation permits. She went about her 
affairs quietly and unobtrusively, not forcing herself on any of the other 
ganders. She spent much time swimming and bathing, to ke p herself as clean 
and shining a white as possible. Where the flock went, she went, at though nothing 
had happened. When they were on the pasture, so was ingrid. When they came to the 
pond to swim and relax, so did she. When I called them for their extra feedings, 
ngnd made no effort to shrink back, although she never took feed from my hand. 

Through the summer, through the fall andthe moult with which 
nature replenishes the beauty and restores the strength of all fowl, x ngrid 
behaved, as casually and indifferently as any woman. It then dawned on me that 
this was her respectable way of setting her cap. There she was, pretty, well 
mannered, and available. 



'"Gentlemen," she seemed to be saying with a complete lack of 



false modesty, "here I am. 



i>m I not beautiful? Am I not as fine a specimen 



of my 



kind 



you have 



ever seen?" 




-a 



in truth she was . There is no more attractive female 



Roman goose, at lea: t ss humans measure their beauty. 



"Would x not be a wonderful mother for your children?*' she 



asked with every fluffing of her new feathers and with her constant 



preening 



as she squeezed the oil from the gland atop her tail and smoothed it carefully 



over her plumage. 



Matrimony was her clear object. Alas, it was denied her. It 
takes two to make a pair, and the second one never volunteered. Nor was it fear of 
Roberto's wrath. He couldn't have cared less, and by this time he had been whipped 



by every gander in the flock anyway. For some strange and inexplicable 



reason, 



gorgeous Ingrid just couldn't get another husband. It we very sad, for her and f 



for me. She was lonely and unrequited, and. I 



incubated her eggs to 



no avail once the breeding season came again. She was not only divorced, but 
she seemed unlikely ever again to have a husband. 

Another year came and went, and again the days began to get 
longer and again the pituitaries stirred, -‘-ngrid's too. But it was futile. 
She still had no mate. Before the breeding saeson we broke up the flock, 
part of the enforced liquidation of our farming. Many o our flock marched 



off to a life 



devot. 
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off to a life devoted to science. Periodically they would contribute small 
quantities of blood to scientists whose studies would improve the life of 
humans. x t was good rsol t ion for us because we wanted them to continue to 
live and enjoy life as geese do, and that can be a long time with geese, ^his 
also gave them and us an opportunity for service. We hoped it would be a 
solution for -‘-ngrid, too, because we broke up some of the matings in making 
the selection for the doctors . 



Such was not to be -L ngrid , s fate. Her destiny is unfruitful— 
ness. Among the others, new relationships were established. Hone of the 
remaining ganders has his libido or endurance at all strained. But none 



will have Ingrid, either. 



P didn't pine 

finally it all became too much for her. She' siaastemxxxxm 



ate. wouldn’t 

away . 5She still But she xssKfc ha 



have anything to do with geese and she didn't 



iKwxjckk care about her appearance. Seek* any more. She gx±x herself muddy and 
Estyed when 

adages that way. .She shunned the pond, and if I fed the restbof the flock 



the little supllimentary tidbits they love, she ignored both my call and the appel 



pppeal of the food. Ingrid became a loner. 



Even worse, she somehow decided I was the cause of her 




travail and decided upon her own kind of revenge, risking her own life without 
hesitation to effect it. 



Ralph Ward's father Ted was the first to notice it. On his 
way home from work one night he stopped off to advice me there was a goose on 
the road. Mow the road along which --we live is narrow. Our .side has a shoulder 
less than two fee wide, and s five foot high fence. The opposite side has no 
shoulder and a steep, high bank. Any kind of animal has little chance unless 



motorists ere quite careful. 



and our motorists are no more careful than others. 



on the shoulder, 

I hastened out to find ingrid grazing on the Orchard grass then just beginning to 
grow, unconcerned by either the traffic of her isolation .from the flock. 



In order not to frighten her when a car might come along the 



road and perhaps have her run in front of it in fright. 



I walked easily behind 



her. Without so much as a honk, she turned and walked away from ga* me. Geese 
do that. They drive more easily than even cattle, and more dependably. They 
walk directly wway. If you want them to turn to the right, hold out the left hand 



or vice 



Jhr 

versa. A boy withtwo long hsanahas . can, with a little care, drive a large 



flock of geese wherever he wants. Well, Ingrid unconcernedly sauntered down t> 



the 



edge of the pike until she got to our first brooder house. A t that point there is 
8 fUght ° f concr ete steps leadir 



Lng Sow n to th e 



chi cke n 



yard. Then there 



is a narr-i 



ow 
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strip of gras -covered bank and a concrete ramp leading to the hen house, the 
adjacent building. When she got to the grass, Ingrid turned without encourage- 
ment from me, went down the bank. IH She walked over to the top of a fence 

between the steps and the door leading into the brooder house, put a foot atop 
the fence, which there Is only a foot or so abovethe ground level, and awkward 
floppy into "tbs yerd &bout four bslow. 

She had not only learned how to get out, but what i=e more 
unusual, had learned her way back. Many animals, geese included, sometime cant 
or wont find there way backthrough a fence they have learned to penetrate. I have 
seen them march for days along the wrong side of the fence unable to see the hole 
that had provided their means of escape. 

immediately I sought her means of escape. The fence wa: intact 
and I thought the only possibility was that she had been able to raise the bottom 

enough to slide under. So, I laid tree-limbs along the bottom of the fence and 
figured that was it. 



It wasn't. A half hour later Ingrid was marching along the e§ge 
of the pike again. Again I walked down, and as soon as she saw me she made her own 



way back. It didn't stop there. She kept it up, whenever the 



perverse mood struck 



her. She wanted nothin? to 



d0 with the rest of the 



geese and 



Wan ted to 



Jevii 



me. 
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Before long she added an embillishment. She walked necrose the road, where the 
back was too steep for her to climb, and nibbled her way along the bottom of 
the grade. I just watched her. Never once did she run in front of a car, and not 
once did she show any sign of fearing them. When I went down, she waited until I 



was close enough to protect her from traffic then waddled a c rose the road and 
back into the yard by her own unusual point of entrance. 

I never did she her sneak out and x never actually saw her 



crossing to the far side of the road. I just sai- afterwards. T ime after time I ex 



examined the fence to find her escape route, without success. If her intention was 
to make me sorry, she succeeded. T ime after time 1 had to stop what I was doing 
to chase her back. Several times when I came upon her as she prowled the inside 
of the fence, she made believe she was about to get out and couldn't find the hole, 
uittle Missus Innocence'. As soon as my back was turned she was out. 



The only variation came at night, if I didn't see her just 
b, ore dark. We had an injured goose we were keeping right behind 6ur house, so 
we could tend her more easily. Ingrid spent her "fra-" nights with the injured one 
As soon as I appeared in the morning, without encouragement she marched out the 1 



lane, down the road, and back into the 



yard, over her special little 



ction of f e 
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fence. Had she just sat still for a moment, I could have opened a gate whe 
right where she had spent the night and she could have walked, through. But no, th 
that gave her no vengeance on me. She had to take me the long way, had to worry me 
about the danger from road traffic. It certainly didn't worry her. 

How long this would have continued I cannot guess. Perhaps 

a woman had a better understanding of the situation. My wife, who wa.ss at least 

as sorry about Ingrid's lonliness and as much concerned about the danger to Jier 

life, solved the puzzle. My wife, pf course, was not inhibited by preconceptions 
it 

about what was or was not possible for a goose to do. 

"Ingrid is getting out under that little strip of fence she 
comes over coming back," my chatelaine annpunced. 

i " That's not possible l I declared. "It* at the top of an 
incline I can't hold my footing there, and in additon there is a cinder block 
atbthe bottom of it, and -she c certainly can't life the condor block." 

As it turned out, I was right, Ingrid couldn't lift the 
cinder block. But when my wife in desperation at my male stubbornness went 
down to make her own examination, she found there was not’ningxinto keep Ingrid 
from undermining that blockl Like s mole, she had dug the earth out from 
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beneath it and in some remarkable fashion had escape being mashed by it as it 
rolled down the bank*. 

How or why ingrid went to all that trouble I dont know. I do 
believe she was seeding revenge on me and took this way of getting it. 




